middle of a shot, for example—no one else hears because he speaks so 
softly. ) 

Her eyes fixed on the mirror, Claudia has undone her chignon. She has 
moved forward like a sleepwalker, her arm stretched toward a veil hanging 
on the closet door, and, putting it on, she is transformed into a bride. 

Then the stagehands hurl themselves on one of the twin beds, take it 
apart in a moment, and move it out of range. Next they move the other bed 
about a yard, with the license granted to film makers to cheat on the limita- 
tions of space to obtain a desired effect. 

Fellini nods casually toward the bed, “Do you think it will hold?” He 
turns to a stagehand, “Do you want to try a somersault on it?” The man 
obliges, and the wooden bedstead shudders. It is taken apart at once to be 
put back together more firmly. 

Two hours later, in the midst of general hilarity, Marcello is somersault- 
ing. On the pretext of showing him exactly what is wanted, Fellini gives way 
to the impulse to emulate him. Marcello has to go through the routine some 
fifteen times to achieve the subtleties of slow movement and clownishness 
demanded by his friend and master. He admits frankly that he is not the 
athletic type. 
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